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LOVE OR WONEY;
".A PERTL( :)1: SECRET.

BY CHARLES READE,

guthor of “Put Yourself in His Flace”

ew., ete., ete.

CHAFTER VL
SHARP PRACTICE.

Hope paid a visit to his native place
I Derbyvshire, and his poor relations
shared iiis prosperity, and blessed him,
and Mr. Bartley upon his report; for
Hope was one of those cholce spirits
who praise the bridge that carries them
gafe over the stream of adversity.

He returned to Sussex with all the
pews. and amongst the rest, that Colo-
pel Clifford had a farm coming vacant.
Walter Clifford had insisted on a high-
er rent at the conciusion of the term,
but the tenant had demurred,

Bartlev paid little attention at the
time: but hv-and-by he said. “IDid vou
pot see signs of coal on Colonel Clif-
ford's property?”

“That 1 did.and on this very farm.and
told him so0. Dut he is behind the ara,
I have no patience with him. Take one
of those old iron ramrods that used to
Yoad the old musket. and ecover that
ramrod with prejudices a foot and a
bhalf deep, and there you have Colonel
Clifford.”

“Well, but a tenant would not be
bound by his prejudices.”

“A tenant! A tenant takes no right
to mine. under a farm lease: he would
have to prepose a special contract, or
to ask leave, and Colonel Clifford would
mever grant it.” \

There the conversation dropped. But
the matter rankled in Bartley's mind.
Without saying any more to Iope, he
con=ulted a sharp attorney,

The result was that he took Mary
Bartley with him into Derbyshire,

He put up at a little inn, and ecalled
at Clittord Hall.

He found Colonel Clifford at home,
and was reeeived stifily, but graciously.
He gave Colonel Clifford to understand
that he had left business,

“All the better.” said Colonel l_']ilf!)l't.l‘
sharply.

“And taken to farming.”

*“Ugh!” said the
yorite snont.

At this moment who should walk in-
o the room but Walter Clifford.

Jartley started and stared.

“Mr. Dolton,” said Bartley, scarcely
-,‘\H‘.u' a4 W !.:.-!:l'l :

Jut Colonel Clifford heard it, and
Iﬂui, ]-:'I'---_-Hn'f\j "]: -Ilu!l: _\u, \'»-Ia‘.._
this is Walter Clifford, my son, and my
man of business.—Walter, this is Mr.
Bartley.”

“Proud to make vour acquaintance,
gir,” said the astute Bartley, ignoring
tle»:HI.

Walter was glad he took this line be-
fore Colonel Cliftord: not that he for-
gave Mr. Bartley that old atlront the
reader knows ol.

The judicions Dartley read his face,
and, as a first step toward propitiation,
introduced him to his daughter. Wal-
ter was amazed at Ber beautv and grace,
coming from such & stock. e weleom-
ed her courteously, but shyly. She re-

lied with rare affability, and that en-

ire absence of mock-modesty which
was already a feature in her character.
To be sure, she was little more than
fifteen, though she was full grown, and
looked nearer twenty.

Bartley began to feel his way with
Colonel Clifford about the farm. He
told him he was pretty successful in
agriculture, thanks to the assistance of
an experienced friend, and then he said

Liif:l‘i‘| with his fa-

half carelessly, “By-the-bye, they telih

me you have nn{: to let. Is that so?”

“Walter,” said Colonel Clifford, "have
you a farm to let?”

“Not at present, sir; but one will be
vacant in a month, unless the present
tenant consents to pay thirty per cent,
more than he has done.”

“Might I see that farm, Mr. Walter?”
asked Bartley.

“Certainly,” said Walter; “I shall be
happy to show you over it.” Then he
turned to Mary. “I am afraid it would
be no compliment to you. Ladies are
not interested in farms.”

“Oh, but I am, since papa is, and Mr.
Hope; and then on our farm there areso
many dear little young things; little
calves, little lambs, and little pigs. Lit-
tle pigs are ducks—very little ones, I
mean; and there is nearly always a
‘:nng colt about, that eats out of my

nd. Notlike a farm? The ideal”

“Then I will show you all over ours,
r)u and your papa.” said Walter, warm-

y. He then asked Mr. Bartley where
he was to be found; and when Mr. Bart-
told him at the “Dun Cow,” he look-

at Mary and said, “Oh!"

Mary understood in a moment, and
Iaughed and said: “We are very com-
fortable, I assure you. We have the
parlor all to ourselves, and there are
samplérs hun%]up and oh! such funny
mctures, and the fznd.lndy is beginning

“Robody can spoil you, Mary,” said

Obody can spou you, y
Mr. Bartl>y.
“You ought to know, papa, for you
bave been trying a good many 1).'em'u."

“Not very many, Miss Bartley,” said
Colonel Clifford, iously. ‘I{en he
gave half a start and said: “Here am I
ealling her miss when she is my own
mniece, and, now I think of it, she can't

a.nFad color at this chance
ghaft. But Colonel Clifford explained:
“You pass for twenty, and you can’t
be more than—Let me see.”
*I am fifteen and four months,® said
, “ard I dotake

d give old
meaa;_gl your

a .
“That I will,” cried Mary, and flew at

L Olee s e foa

|

.
.

OvVesr tne rarm. wvan you rder Have
you your habit?"

“No, cousin; but never mind that. 1
can put on a long skirt.”

“A skirt! Buat, after all, it does not
matter a straw what vou wear.”

Next day, punctual to the minute,
Walter drove up to the door in an open
carriage drawn by two fast steppers.
He found Mr. Bartley alone, and why?
because, at sight of Walter, .“8.!'}7. for
the first time in her life, had flown up-
gtairs to look at herself in the glass be-
fore facing the visitor, and Lo smooth her
hair, and retouch a bow, ele,, underral
ing, as usual, the power of beauty, and
overrating nullities. Bartley !m)!( this
opportunity,and said to young Clifford:

“I1 owe you an apology, and a most
earnest one. Can you ever forgive me?”

Walter changed ecolor. Even this
humble allugion to so great an imsuli
was wormwood to him. He bit his lip
and said:

*No man can do more than say he is
sorrv. I will ury to forget it, sir.”

“That is as much as 1 can expect,”
said Bartley, humbly. *“But if _\'nllonfy
knew the art, the eunning, the apparent
evidence, with which that villain
ton deluded me—

“That I can believe.”

“And permit me one observation he-
fore we drop this unhappy subject for-
ever. If vou had done me the honor
O come 1o me as “vfl“.!'f' 1'11!1"1!!‘-1. “'h'v,

then, strong and misleading as the evi- |
dence was, | should have said, '.'\[!JN‘{II'- -

aneces are deceitful, but no Cliffore
ever disloyval.™

was

This artful speech conquered Walfer |

Clhifford. ile blushed, and bowed a lit-
tle haughtily at the compliment to the
Cliffords,
aronsed.

“You are right.” said he.
and see both sides. If a man sails un-
der false colors, he mustn’t howl if he
is mistaken for apirate. et us dis-
miss the subject forever. | am Walter
Clifford now—at vour e

At that moment Mary Dartley came
in bsaming w vouth and beautv, and
iliun ¢ room. The consins shook
l'\l. 'l el \i "\ rl.| ;."‘\ eyes '...‘.!"\'\l"l] “-l:“
atdiniration -

Alter a few words of greeting he
handed Mary into the draz. Her father
followed, and he was about to drive off,
when Mary ervied ont, “Ol, I forgot iy
skirt if | am to ride

The skirt was brought down,
hors that
dashed off. A smart

SETY IR

ined 1]

and the
were beginning to fret,
groom rode

farm they
il -f,f;a'::‘;i,
Oone of ik, A i el Arab Lf":!l'
ing. had a sidesaddie. Tl rode all
tarm, and inspecied the build-
ines. whieh ere in excellent repair,
thanks to Walter! pervision, Bart-
ey inquired acres and
the rent dema told him.
artley him & fair
rent: si uld like to know why
the declined.

“Perhaps you had better ask him,”
said Walter. *“l should wish to hear
l_u\f!: siles.”

“That is like vou,” said Bartley; “hut
where does the shoe pinch, in youropin-
ion?™

“Well, he tells me in sober earnest,
that he loses money by it as it is; but
when he is drunk he tells his hoon com-
panions that he has made seven thou-
sand pounds here. lle has ene or two
grass fields that want draining; but I
offer him the pipes; he has only got to
lay them and cut the drains, My opin-
jon 48 that he is the siave of habil; he is
sO used to make an unfa'r proflt out of
weres that he eannot break him-

it and be content with a fair

i :
found another s

¢ +1

DV Lin

L8]
said emed Lo
-‘7_11' ~ |

present tetuant
’ el

self
ane.”
“I dare say vou have hitit,” said Bart-
ley. “Well, I am fond of farming; but
I don™t live by it, and a moderate profit
would content me.”
ialter said nothing. The truth is,
not want to let the farm to Bart-
fartley saw thjs, and drew Mary
aside,

“Should not you like to come here,my
child?”

“Yes, papa, if yon wish it; and you
know it's dear Mr. Hope's birth-place.”

“Well, then, tell this young fellow so.
I will give you an opportunity.”

That was easilvy managed, and then
Mary szid, timidly, “Cousin Walter, we
should all three be so glad if we might
have the farm.”

“Three?” said he, “who is the third?

“Oh, somebody that everybody likes
pud I Jlove. It 1s Mr, Hope. Such a
duck! I am sure you would like him.”

“Hope! Is his pame William?”

*“Yes, it is. Do you know him?” ask-
ed Mary, eagerly. :

“I have reason to know him; he did
me a good turn once, and I shall never
forget it."

“Just like him!” cried Mary.
always doing people good turns. He is
the best, the truest, the cleveres., the
deaxrest darling dear that ever stepped,
and a second father to me; and, cousin,
this village is his birth-place, and he
didn’t say much, but it was he who told
us of this farm, and he would be so
pleased if I conld write and say, ‘We
are to have the farm—Cousin Walter
savs so.™

She turned her lovely eyes, brimming
with tenderness, toward her cousin
Walter, and he was done for.

“Of course you shall have it.” he said,
warmly. “Only you will not be an
with me if I insist on the increased ren
Youn know, cousin, T have a father, too,
sad I must be just to him.”

“To be sure, vou must, dear” said
Mary, incautiously; and the word pene-
trated Walter’s heart as if a woman of
twenty-five had said it all of a sudden
and for the first time.

When they got home, Mal;y told Mr.
Bartley he was to have the farm if he
would pay the increased rent.

“That is all right,” said Bartley. *To-
morTow we can go home.”

“So soon!” said Mary, sorrowfully.

“Yes,” said Bartley, firmly; “the rest
had better be done in writing. Why,
Mar;, what is the use of staying on
now? We are going to live here ina
month or two.” .

“I forgot that,” said Mary, with a lit-
tle sigh. It seemed so un ious to

et what they wanted, and then turm
eéir backs directly. She hinted as
much, very timidly.

But Bartley was inexorable, and
t.hg reached home next day.

ary would have liked to write to
Walter, and announce their safe arrival,
but nature withheld her. She was &
child no longer.

Bartley went to thes solicitor,
and had a long interview withhim. The
result was that in about tengﬁl he
sent Walter Clifford a letter the
draft of a lease, v favorable to the
landlord on the whole. but cannily in-

1\ onck- |

But his sense of justice was |

“Tmust try |

“He is |

serving one unusual clause that woxkea
inoffensive,
. It came by post, and Walter read the
lfetter. and told his father whom 1t was
rom.
“What does the fellow say? grunted
Colonel Clifford.
| “He says: ‘We are doing very well
bere, but Hope saysa bailiff can now
carry out our system; and he isevident-
; sweetl on his native place, and thinks

|
l*m proposed rent is fair. and even mod- |

erate. As for me, my life used to be so
bustling that 1 require a t']::m;.:ﬂ now
and then:so I will be your tenant. Hﬁ{)ﬂ
says [ am to pay the expensesof the
lease, so | have requested Arrowsmith
& Cox to draw it. I haveno experience
in leases. They have drawn hundreds.
I told them to make it fair. If the
have not, send it back with objections.’

“Oh! oh!" said Colonel Clifford.
draws the lease, does he? Then lookat
it with a microscope.”

Walter laughed.

“I should not like to encounter him !

on his own ground. But here he is a
fish ont of water; hemust be. However,
' 1 will pass my eye over it.
farmer generally overreaches us, if he
draws the lease, s in the clauses that
protect him on leaving. He gets part
possession for months without paying
rent, and he hampers and fleeces the in-
coming tenant, sothat you loz2e a year’s
rent or have to buv him out. Now, let
me see, that will be at the end of the
document No; it is exceedingly fair,
this one.”

“Show it to our man of business, and
| Jet him study every line. Set an attor-
ney to cateh an attorney.”

“Of course I shall submit it to our
| solicitor,” said Walter.

This was done, and the experienced
practitioner read it very carefully. He
ywronounced it unusually w;uiluhI{a for a
}:trnwr's lease.

“IHowever.” said he, “we might sug- |

' gest that he does all the repairs and
draining, and that you find the materials;
and alse that he insures all the farm
buildings. Butyou can hardly stand
out for the insurance if he objects.
There’s no harm trying. Stay! here is
one clause that is unusuoal; the tenant is
to have the right to bore for waler, or

| to penetrate the surface of the soil, and

take out gravel or chalk or minerals. if |

any. I don’t likethat clause. He might

quarry, and cul the farm in pieces. Ah,
! there’s a proviso, that any damage to

the surface or the agricultural value
shall be fully l'l'*l.i',r-"'\:ifl'lf. the amount
of such iniury to be seitled by the land-
lord’s valuer or surveyor., Gh, come, if
you can charge your own price, that
can't kill you.”
ject to eertain corrections. These were
accepted. The lease was engrossed in
dnpl”:{".-m-. and in due conrse signed and
delivered. The old tenant lefi, abusing
the Clifords, and saying that it wasun-
fair to bring in a stranger, for he would
have given all the money,

Bartley took possession.

Walter welcomed [Hope very warmly,
and often came to see him. e *ook a
great inter in Hope's theories of
farming. and often came to the farm
for lessons. But that interest was very
much increased by the opportunities it

ave him of seeing and talking tosweet

ary Bartley. Not that he was for-

rard or indiscreet. She was not yet
sixteen, and he tried to remember she
was a child.

Unfortunately for that theory she
looked a ripe woman, and this very
Walter made her more and more wo-
manly. Whenever Walter was nearshe
had new timidity, new blushes, fewer
gushes, less impetuosity, more reserve.
Sweet innocent! She was set by Nature
to cateh the man by the surest way,
though she had no such design.

Hope had hardly started the farm
when Bartley sent him off to Belgium
—Lo study coul mines.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE COURSE OF TRUE LOVE.

Mr. Hope left his powerful opera-
lass with Mary Bartley. One day that
Valter ealled she was looking through

it at the landscape, and handed it to
him. He admired its power. Mary told
him it had saved her life once.

“Oh.” said he, “how could that be?"

Then she told him IHope had seen her
drowning,a mile off, with it, and ridden
a bare-backed steed to her rescue.

“God bless him!” eried Walter. “He
is our best friend. Might I borrow this
famous glass?” ;

“Oh,” said Mary, “I am not going in-
to any more streams; I am not so brave
as I used to be.”

“Please lend it me, for all that.”

“Of course I will, if you wish it.”

Strange to say, after this, whether
Mary walked or rode out, she very often
met Mr. Walter Clifford. e was al-
ways delighted and surprised. She was
surprised three times, and said so, and
after that she came to lower her lashes
and blush, but not to start. Each meet-
ing was a pure accident, no doubt, only
she foresaw the inevitable occurrence.

They talked about everything in the
world except what was most on their
minds. Their soft tones and expressive
eyes mipplied that little deficiency.

If Hope had been at home, Mary
would have been looked after more
sharply. But if she was punctual at
meals, that went a long way with Rob-
ert Bartley. ;

However, the accidental and frequent
meetings of Walter and Mary,and their
delightful rides and walks, were inter-
fered with just as they began to grow
into a habit. There arrived at Clifford
Hall a formidable person—in female
eyes ially—a Dbeautiful heiress.
J}ulia Clifford, great-niece and ward of
Colonel Clifford; very tall, graceful ,with
dark gnw eves, and black eyebrows the
size of a leach, that narrowed toa point
and met in finer lines upon the bridge
of a nose that was gently aquiline, but
not too large, as such noses are apt to
be. A large, expressive mouth, with
wonderful r ws of ivory, and the pret-
tiest little black down, fine as hair, on
her g})per lip, and a skin rather dark
but clear, and zlowing with the warm
blood beneath it, completed this noble
girl. She was nineteen years of age.

Colonel Clifford received her with
warm affection and old-fashioned court-
esy; but as he was disabled by a violent
fit of gout, he deputed Walter to attend
to her on foot and horseback.

Miss Clifford, accustomed to homage,
laid Walter under contribution eve
day. She was very active, and he h
to e her for a walk in the moming
and a ride in the afternoon. He winced
a little under this at first; it kept him so
much from Mary. But there was some
com on. Julia Clifford was a
Mhdy- rider, and also a bold and skil-

| The first time be rods with her he

“Heo |

Where the |

In short, the draft wasapproved, sub- |

ASKeN Ner oerorenand wnat soIt or a
horse she would like.

“Oh, anything,” said she, “that is not
vicious nor slow.”

“A hack or a hunler?

“Oh, a hunter, if 1 moy.®

“Perhaps you will do me the honor to
look at them and select.”

“You are very kind, and I will.”

He took her to the stables. and
selected a beautiful black
coat iike satin.

“There.” said
“I was afraid you would fix on her. She
is impossible, I can’t ride her myself.”

*Yicious?"

*Not in the least.”

“Well, then- .

Here an old groom touched his hat,

she
mare, with a

!

Walter, despondingly. |

and said, curtly, “Too hot and fidgety, ‘

miss. I'd as lieve ride of a boiling ket-
tle.”

Walter explained: “The
i8 the victim of nervousness.

“Which I call them as rides her the
viclims,” suggestied the ancient groom.

“She wants soothing,” suggested Miss
Clifford.

“Nay, miss. She wants bleeding o’er
Sundays, and sweating over the fallows
till she drops o” week-dayvs. But if she

{ was mine I'd put herto work in a coal-

cart for six
her.”

“I will ride her.,” said Miss Clifford,
calmly; “her or none.”

“Saddle her, George.” said Walter,
resignedly. “I'd ride Goliah. Black
Bess sha'n’t plead a bad example. Go-
liah 18 as meek as Moses, Miss Clifford.
He is a gigantic mouse.”

When Black Bess was

months:; that would larn

ready, Miss

Clifford asked leave to hold the bridle, |

and walk her out of the premises. As
she walked her she patied and caressed
her, and talked to her all the time—told
Ler they all misunderstood her because
she was a female: but now she was not
to be tormented and teased. but to have
her own way.

Then she George to hold the
mare’s head as gently as he could, and

asked

poor thing |

| when she spoke to him!

| Were

Walter to put her up. She was in the |

gaddle in a moment. The mare fideeted
and pranced, but did not rear. Julia
glackened the reins, and [i:ifit‘d and
praised her, and let her She made
a run, but was checked by degrees with
the snaffle. She had a beautiful mouth,
and it was in good hands at last.

When they had ridden a few miles
they came to a very open countrv, and
Julia asked if she might be
allowed to ollf the road. *“All

right.”

=0.

demurely
trv her
a smart decision that contrasted greatly
with the meekness of her proposal, put
her straicht at thebank, and cleared it
like a bird. They had a famous gallon,
but this judicic rider neither

the mare nor greatly checked her.
moderated her. Black
that day sweating properly, but with a
marked diminution of lather and foam.
Miss Clifford asked leave to ride her in-
to the stable-vard, and after dismount-

iils

~he

]

ing talked to her, and patted her, and |
An hour later the perti- |

praised her,
nacious beantv asked for a carrot
the garden, and fed Dluck Bess
it in the stable.

By these arts, a very light

]"trlll
with it

nerves, so that at last the very touch of
her habit skirt, or her hand, or the
sound of her voice, seemed to soothe
the poor nervous creature; and at last
one day in the stable Dess protruded
her great lips and kissed her fair rider
on the shoulder after her manner.

All this interested and amused Wal-
ter Clifford, but still he was beginning
to chafe at being kept from Miss Bart-
ley, when one morning her servant rode
over with a note,

“DEAr Cousiy WALTER,
ly seud me baek mvy opera ¢lass? | want to
see what is goine on at Cliffond Hall

“Yours alTectionntely,
“MARY DABTLEY.”

Walter wrote back directly that he
would bring it himself, and tell her
what was going on at Clifford Hall.

So he rode over and told her of Julia
Clifford’s arrival, and how his father
had deputed him to attend on her, and
she took up his time. It wasbeginning
to be a bore.

“On the contrary,” said Mary, “I dare
say she is very handsome.”

“That she i3.” said Walter.

“Please describe her.”

“A very tall, dark girl, with wonder-
ful eyebrows:; and she has broken in
Black Bess, that some of us men could
not ride in comfort.”

Mary changed color. She murmured,
“No wonder the Hall is more attractive
than the farm!” and the tears shone in
her eyes.

“Oh, Mary,” said Walter reproachful-
ly, “how can you say that? What is
f:llia Clifford to me?”

“I can’t tell,” said Mary, dryly. “I
never saw you together through my glass,
you know.”

Walter langhed at this innuendo.

“You shall see us together to-morrow,
if you will bless one of us with your
company.”

“I might be in the way.” :

“That is not very likely. Will you
ride to Hammond Church to-morrow
at about ten, and finish your gketch of
the tower? 1 will bring Miss Clifford
there, and introduce you to each other.”

This was settled, and Mary was ap-
parently quite intent on her sketch
when Walter and Julia rode up, and
Walter said:

“This is my cousin, Mary Bartley.
May I introduce her to you?”

“Of course. What a sweet face!™

So the ladies were introduced, and
Julia praised Mary’s sketch, and Mary
asked leave to add her to it, hanging,

nsive figure, over atomb-stone. Julia

ok an admirable pose, and Mary, with
her quick and facile fingers, had her on
the paper in no time., Walter asked her,
in a whisper, what she thought of her
model.

“I like her,” said Mary. *“She is rath-
er pretty.”

ther pretty! Why, she is an aco-
knowledged beauty.”

“A beauty? The ideal Long black
thing!”

Then they rode all together to the
farm. There Marﬁ was all innocent
hospitality, and the obnoxious Julia
kissed her at gfu'ﬁng. and begged herto
come and see her at the Hall.

Mary did call, and found her with a
young gentleman of short stature, who
was devouring her with hise

but
did not overflow in discourse, v{m
slight impediment in his speech,
was Mr. ¢y Fitzroy. Julia intro-
d“—'ﬁm staying, Percy?™
where are you -
tnguired she. 4
At the D—-D—Dun—Cow.”
*What is that?™
Wa.ltercxthined that it was s small

butall.z.bu that occasionally
honored bv jotix mvml.lﬂ-

Wwill {-'nn kind-

said Walter:and Miss Julia,with |

urged |

Bess came home |

_ hand, and |
tact in riding. she soothed Black Bess's |

Bartieyv staveda tnree aays.

“I h—hope to st—ay more than that*
said lttle Percy, with an amorous
glance at Julia.

Miss Clifford took Mary to her room,
and soon asked her what she thought of
him; then anticipating eriticism, she

was such a duck.

“He dresses beautifully,” was Mary's
;_'*:;t:lfm‘. rt-lu{ll'k

However, when Walter rode home
with her. being now relieved of his at-
tendance on Julia, she was more com-
municative. Said she: “l never knew
before that a man could ook like fresh
cambrie. Dear me! his head and his
face and his little whiskers. his white
scarf. his white waist-coat, and all his
clothes, and himself, ssem just washed
and ironed and starched. [ looked round
[]-r the banox.”

“Never mind.” said Walter. “Heisa
rreat addition. My duties devolve on
Eim. And I shall be free to How
her eves shone and her voice mellowed
Confess, now,
love is a beautiful thing.”

“] cannot say. Not experienced in
beautiful things.,” And Mary looked
mighty demure.

“Of course not. What am I thinking
of? You are only a child.”

“A little more than that, please.”

“At all events, love beautified her®

“l saw no difference. She was always
a lovely girl,”

“Why. you said she was ‘a long black
thing.”™

“Oh, that was befcre—she looked en-
gaged.”

After this voung Fitzrov was gener-
ally Miss Clifford’s companion in her
many walks, and Walter Clifford had a
delightful time with Mary Bartley.

Her nurse discovered how matlers
going.. DBut she said nothing.
Erom something Bartley let fall vears
ago she divined that Bartley was rob-
bing Walter Clifford by substituting
Hope's child for his own, and

she

| thought the mischief could be repaired

if he and Mary
»o shie hield her

and the sin atoned for
became man and wife,
tongue and watched.

The servants at the hall watched the
whole game, and saw how the young
people were pairing, and talked them
over very freely.

The only person in the dark was Colo-
nel Clifford. He was nearly always con-
fined to his room. However, one day
he came down, and found Julia and
Percy together. She introduced Percy
him. The Colonel was curt, but
grumpy, and Percy goon beat a retreat,

The (olonel sent for Walter to his
room. [Ile did not come for some time,
because he was wooing Mary Bartley,

Colonel Clifford’s word was,
“Who was
canght s

gt | ’]f"\
“Omnly

10

[1I'ST

1s that little stuttering dandy I
pooning
i 1
i

our Julia?”
tzroy.”

roy. Never despise
your riy vavs remember that
VOuUnNg wor ull of vanity.and ex-
pect to be courted all day long. 1 will
thank you not to leave the field open a
single day till you have securec
Ill'ii"."

“What prize, sir?

“What prize. you ninny? Why. the
beautiful girl that can buy back Odding-
ton and Drayton, peaches and fruit and
all. 'l.ht’}' are both to Dbe sold at this
moment, What prize?
I have secured for you, if vou don’t go
and play the fool and negleet her.”

Walter Clifford looked aghast.

“Julia Clifford!" said he. r
ask me to marry her.”

“Not ask you—but I do ask you; and
what is more, I command you. Would
you revolt again against your father,
who has forgiven vou, and break my
heart, now 1 am emfeebled by disease?
Julia Clifford is your wife, or you are
my son no more.”

(10 be Continued.)

FUR—
WHO KNOWs?

ay don™

Judge none lost: but wait and see
With he peful pity, not disdain;
The depth of the abyes may be
The measure of the hight of pain,
And love aud glory that may raise
This soul to God in after days.
[Adelnide Proctor.

WORKING WOMEN IN (CITIES

How We Are Imitating the Cities of the
Old World.

The room was about ten feet square
and had one window opening on a court,
and though in the top of the house, the
light was scarcely sufficient to permit her
to see to sew on the buttons she
placing with mechanical swiftness
pilt' of shirts at her feet. A cot bed stood
in one corner, which looked clean, but
scanty as to the clothes and devoid of a
pillow. Two chairs, a board nailed
against the wall for ashelf, a small old
table and a tiny, broken stove, completed
the farniture. There wasno carpet and
the cold wind penetrated the room,

Here the poor sonl was keeping herself
inthe body by off shirts at
seven cents a dozen. This work consisted
of putting on each four gussets,three but-
tons anda ticket., Orshe made calico
sacques at sixty cents a dozen, men's
drawers at forty-five cents a dozen, linen
dusters at eight cents a piece, or woolen
gshirts at thirty centsa dozen. DBy one
way or another she earned $2.40 per
week,
told :

“Out of this I pay seventy-five cents
for rent and forty cents for coal and wood
which leaves me one dollar and filty cents
for food, clothes, medicine, car fare, thea-
ter tickets and a box atthe opera. Serious-
ly, though, I buy a gquarter of a pound of
tea, a hali pound of sugar, one pound oat
meal, one pint of beans, two ten cent
loaves of bread, one soup-bone, and per-
haps it costs a couple of cents a week for
salt, pepper and herbs for my soup. |
buy a quarter of a pound of butter per
week and sometimes I get a little milk
for my tea. The things I have enumera-
ted generally form my bill of fare fora
week., . . . I spend about one dol
lar and twenty-five cents a week for food,
and it costs me four cents a week for ker-
osene, | must save and pinch very
clogely to be able to buy clothes and any
rvanliﬁ-,; matter.”

How many thousands are toiling in
this way who could find comfortable
homes in the west il they were only aided
to get away.

Wias

on a

finishing

And this is the way her story was
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Mg FEisyER:

Dear Mig: Having had oceasion to give the pre-

parutions of Malt now in the market an extonsive and
|"ur':-]--byr-ti trinl

Johann

agent, as being the best and most reliable and meeting
the indications in the largest majority of cases, 11 H‘-
elways given me entire satisfaction,

1 have at last ‘de !1!\'1ﬂf_|. rettled o
Hol"s Genuine Importedy M. Elaner, sols

Respectiully yours, .
ALBERT L. A, TOBOLDT, M. D,
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EIsNER & MENDELSOX :

DEAR Birs: 1 am using your “Hoff"s Malt Extract”

Thanks

Very respectfully,
J. A. LARRABEE, M. D,

DYSPEPSIA

GERMAN HoSPITAL, PHRILADELPSIA.

, Sole Agent of Johanz
Hoft's Malt Extract for the U, 8, of A., 350 Ras
Street, Philadelphia,

DEAR SIR: Please send one dozen of Johann Hoff™:
I am very mueh

E. RAABR M. D,
Besident Physician of the German Hospital

Philsdelphia,

T EXES

: To M. EmsxgRr, Eaq., Agent for Johann Hofl"s Genains

Malt Extract, 320 Race Street, Philadelphia
DrEar S1r: Dr. E. Wilson recommendad Johanx

| Hof’s Malt Extract as the beat and only kind for ou~
| purpose,

With kind regards, I am yours truly,
CHARLES B, TURNBULL, M. D.
Assistant Profeasor Jefferson Medical O .

Philadelphia.
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wd effeet
EPPER, M. D,

Dean of the University of Pennsylvania,
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in the above hospital, and we cheerfully indosse it
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convalescence, for which it has proved te be a mosd
estimable remedy.

(Bigned) Dia. LOEFF

Dr. PORIAS, House Physician, .
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